THE LIQWS MOUTH

" Perhaps the expression * run over' 's a little
loose. What I meant was (I don't want to be
damaged '. Either by way of mutilation, or
battery, or dragging. Trains are rough things."
If I laughed, I agreed with him.
Thirty minutes later a very different rumble
suggested the train we wished, and, when at
last it appeared, we saw that it was a freight
train in very truth.
At once we took up our positions, each
standing behind some tree, but as it drew near
we very soon saw it was hopeless to endeavour
to get aboard.
Its engine was certainly toiling, but, though
I cannot pretend to judge its speed, I doubt if
a man could have boarded it from a platform,
and only a fool would have tried from the
permanent way.
We watched it pass in silence.
Then------
" There's nothing for it," said George.
"We'd better get on. There's the lirie to
guide us, and there's nothing the matter with
this wood/'
We pushed on dismally.
We had gone, I suppose, half a,mile, when
we heard a man's voice.
This came from the railway line and seemed
to be very near, but a heavy growth of bushes
was preventing our view. Very glad of this
cover, we stopped, proposing to wait till our
neighbours should go their way; butr though
the man stopped speaking, nobody moved.